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I am on the thoin of teen., my love doth with my foes icgale.

How tecite my woes, O comiadcs'1 Space were none to tell the tale1
^cies aie heedless, spheies are ruthless, Foitune is inconslant quite*,
c\Vnes aie many, friends not any, strong the foe, and weak my plight.'

E'en one moment may I leave to wail at this carouse of pain?
Naught can I but spill the wine of weeping and my garment stain.
How should I avail to diaw one bieath, noi like the flute complain ?
What can I but, like the ended banquet, desolate lemain"1

cFeies are heedless, spheres are luthless, Foitune is inconstant quite;

cWoes arc many, filends not any, strong the foe, and weak my plight.'

Even while I served him, yonder Sovereign2 diove me away;
Cast me forth his city; sent me, sinless, from his court's airay.
Paitcd fiom his locks, the wide world black before mine eyen lay;
Helpless as cAtaDi bode I mid the darkness, wel-a-way'

^Feres are heedless, spheres aie ruthless, Fortune is inconstant quite;

tWocs> are many, filends not any, strong the foe, and weak my plight.

1  Desolation  following   prosperity,   or   death   succeeding  life,  is sometimes
compared   to   a banqueting-room when the feast is over, the guests depaited,
and the lights put out.

2  Rcfening to the (probably mystic) object of the poet's love.